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CJod's dear blessing to me. It hurts, God alone

knows how it hurts to cause lier a moment's i)ain,

and it* it were not
— " and the firm voice trem-

bled,
—"were not for something more precious,

slie would know that other something which

has come into my life and placed her outside."

"But why can't you give her your confidence?

Why not tell her what you can tell no one else,

Eleanor rejoined.

"Let me have a week to ponder it. I know 1

can't go on this way much longer."

Conversation ceased for the moment; Eleanor

felt she had said enough. Frank was thinking he

liad said too much. Just then the strains of

Tosti's 'Goodbye" floated to their ears and
Eleanor rising said.

"Let it be au revoir and not goodbye, Frank."
And they passed into the street.

Frank Thompson for the past two years was
the junior member of a metallurgical and civil

engineering corps connected with the South-

western Mining and Smelting Corporation. Tlie

Southwestern had immense holdings of ore de-

posits in Arizona and New Mexico and were not

averse to acquiring more. The work in itself was
very attractive and furnished Frank with full

opportunities to test out some of his preconceiv-

ed and quite original theories on the superiority

of American over English smelting methods.

Arizona with its scarcity of water and its vast

copper and other ore deposits raised many a

problem in his mind. The discussion and solving

of these with the aid of the expert members of

the corps, riveted attention on him, and indi-

cated to the older members that he was one of

their rising young men.
The offices of the Southw^estern iMining and

Smelting Corporation occupy the entire second

floor of the Pennsylvania Building. Mr. James
Dillard, the vice-president, was seated at the

desk in his private office, A stock ticker was the

only sound that disturbed the stillness. Mr.

Dillard, a handsome, well-preserved and well-

groomed man of some fifty odd years, appeared

disturbed by the telegraphic code information

he was reading. Going to the wdndow he looked

out, but the outlook, apparently, was unsatisfac-

tory; as he turned quickly, he went forward and
examined a small section of the map that took

up the entire east wall of the office. This done,

he began to pace, in slow measured tread, the

length of the room. After five minutes exercise,

he seated himself again at his desk, pressed a

button, and instantly his secretary stood at-

tention.

"Marley, " he said, "will you please summon
Mr. Pierce?" Mr. Pierce was the senior consult-

ing engineer. In a shorter time than it takes to

tell, Mr. Pier(u' ai)peared, and very deferentially

took the seat indicated. Jn his terse business-

like way, l\lr. Dillard began.

".Mr. Pierce, I want your best thought this

morning. We are having trouble out in the Mo-
have, and also in Carizo—Cordilleras districts.

I have in my hand advi,ces that tell me our move
to secure new claims in both these places has

been discovered ; our informant adds, possibly

our entire plan will be frustrated. I feel the

California Smelting Company is behind the

scheme. They probably suspect, as we do our-

selves, that the mother lode lies in the heart of

the Carizo^—and the lost turquoise mine that the

Indians closed up a century ago, is in the other.

We must send a competent person out immed-
iately and give him full power to act in an
emergency, yet when possible, have him keep in

constant touch with the home office. Necessarily,

he must be a young man of sound judgment,
rectitude of morals, mentally fit to grasp
peculiar situations, physically robust, impervi-

ous to hardships and fatigue. Of course, it goes

without saying that he must have knowledge of

his subject. Have you such a one in mind?"
"Yes, we have just the right man here in our

own office. Perhaps you know him—Peter
Thompson's son. His father spent many years in

this very territory in the engineering service of

the Old Mexican Compariy; at that time,

Arizona formed part of New ^^lexico."

'Tell me something more about the son. Give
me his available assets. I am not interested in the
father."

"Frank Thompson," replied Mr. Pierce, "is
in my opinion, and in the opinion of my col-

leagues, the best type of a mining engineer. Let
me classify him. He is first and above all, a

young man of sterling principles—a strong
sturdy character, one that has the pugnacity and
the tenacity to stand up for his ideals. He is not
aggressive but he is forceful. His poise and
urbanity of manner easily win him friends, and
what is more, he keeps them. As to mental
equipment, I may mention, he is a Yillanova
man. He qualified by taking first, a full classical

course, afterwards took up civil and electrical

engineering, wishing to be still more proficient

he spent two years in the metallurgical depart-
ment of Lehigh. They tell me he speaks Spanish
like a native and this is no small acquisition in

a place like Arizona.'

"Capital, by Jove! He'll do without doubt,"
and a pleased smile lit up the face of the vice-

president, "send him to me at three this after-
noon. I want to give him personal instructions,
as I shall wish him to leave in three days. Tell
him, however, that he may be needed in those


